By Jeannette Mather Lord
I

They Had a Concern
On the rolling Iowa prairies between the Cedar and Towa

Rivers, Quaker Ridge was settled during the 1850’s by Friends
from New England, Pennsylvania, Ohio, and Indiana. In time
the little town of Springdale, situated on the state highway
now known as the Herbert Hoover Highway, emerged as the:
center of this Quaker community extending through Cedar,
Muscatine, and Linn Counties.

In the concern of these Quakers over slavery, Springdale
became one of the chief stations on the Underground Railroad
in Towa. This was not a railroad, nor was it underground. It
was a route on which lived people whose homes were stations
or refuges for escaped slaves and who as engineers and con-
ductors helped the fugitives on their way to the next station
toward freedom. It was a source of satisfaction to these
Quakers that of the many fleeing slaves reaching Springdale,
every one reached Canada and freedom, so carefully was the
trip from Springdale mapped out.

I never tired of hearing the older people tell of their part in
those stirring years. Aunt Senie, a tiny person, who radiated
repose and serenity, had packed more lunches for escaped
slaves, it was said, than any other woman in Iowa.

¥riend Laurie Tatum, keeper of Traveller's Rest in Spring-
dale and later guardian of the orphaned Herbert Hoover, as a
nductior of the Underground Railroad, carried by covered
:'ﬂll many fugitives across country about twenty-five miles

. S0 did Shannon Todd. It was Laurie Tatum,

ey,




children understand the suffering of the mind
when there was no suffering of body. Dinah, lo
master’s face, would punctuate the tale with :
master was in distress and to Dinah that was beyond e
endurance. 1 x

Uncle Tom's first memory was of hiding in the bushes :
seeing the foreman flog his father who was tied to a post. Tak-
ing refuge with his mother, he begged to know why white
people were masters and the blacks were slaves. She hushed
his cries and with tragic earnestness tried to drive all hate and
thought of revenge out of her son’s heart. They were slaves;
acceptance of their lot was a necessity; hatred, rebellion,
thoughts of revenge only brought more trouble and suffering,
not only to themselves but to their loved ones.

“Mammy,” he said, “when I get to be a man I'll not be a
slave. I'm bound to run away and be a free man.”

g
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Sadly his mother answered, “My child, if you have such
thougats as those never let anyone know it.”

This was in Culpepper County, Missouri. After being forty
years a slave, Uncle Tom escaped. It was in the fall of the year.
He slept in the daytime and traveled at night, following the
North Star. Twice he ventured to approach a farmhouse to beg
for food. The first time the woman set the dogs on him, and it
was difficult to shake them off his trail. The second time the
bousewife invited him into the kitchen, set a chair for him and
went ostensibly for food but in reality to call the men. Uncle
Tom, sensing danger, ran out just as the husband with a gun,

sccompanied by his son, came around the corner of the house. "
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arrived late in the year, having had n
thf:‘aw fleld corn since leaving his master in |
months before. He had suffered much from the col
were frozen and in such condition that his boots had to
off. Some time was spent in recuperating. He worked as
could to pay for his board and when fit to travel went on his
way to Canada and freedom. T

It was after the war that Uncle Tom returned to Springdale
to live, buying the house just east of the schoolhouse. Of his
family I know nothing except that at intervals a daughter
would come to live with him. She so vigorously cleaned house
and as vigorously used her tongue that before long Uncle Tom
would decide that he was happier by himself and the daughter
would leave until next summoned. Except for these visits,
Uncle Tom lived alone with his cow, sometimes a calf, his
chickens, ducks and Dinah. The house was used in common by
all. T cannot say that I ever saw the cow in the house, but I
have seen the calf in the kitchen drinking from a dish placed on
a chair. In the summer the door stood open and the fowls and
animals crossed the threshold at will.

On Sabbath, or First Day, Uncle Tom went to Quaker Meet-
ing. Dinzh is the only dog I have seen attend divine worship,
but inseparable from his master, he would follow him into the
pew and never cause any disturbance beyond the excitement
among the children as he and Uncle Tom entered. Being prompt
was not one of Uncle Tom’s virtues. Just as the minister (for
by this time the Friends in Springdale had grown progressive
enough to have a minister) reached sixthly, or perhaps lastly,
when we children had given up hoping for an end and were
sure the clock had stopped, Uncle Tom and Dinah would make
their way to the empty pew nearest the door. From our family
pew we lost no detail of this entrance. Uncle Tom was
& person of romance. We delighted in his kindly face and pie-
turesque figure in his silver gray sult, bright bandanna, soft
broad-brimmed gray hat, showing beneath it a fringe of white

bair, ﬂomwokoﬂhhhthmmm.-i; ]
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nome, kno y Kitehu @l
10 inquire how the “missus” was. Mother gave erdersﬁo@t::

cook to invite him into the kitchen for breakfast, but he -

even & cup of coffee.
our way to town, we frequently found Uncle Tom out on

ihe “horseblock™ watching for us. Would we stop on our return
for a basket of fruit, always ripe before ours? _

One day he questioned Mother on how to raise ducks. This
was a surprising inquiry from one so successful. Sensing his
swriousness, Mother told him in great detail her understanding
of the problem. He asked many questions. Finally fully satis-
fied that Mother knew how to care for ducks, he asked permis-
sion to present us children with a duck and her newly hatched
bood. The ducks thrived and because of their unusually

brilliant coloring were our delight.

The years accumulated for Uncle Tom. The time came when
be could no longer care for himself. Even now he could not live
with his daughter. He sold his tiny place and, with the proceeds
and his savings, went to the county farm as a paying guest.
He was happy there, living to a ripe old age, full of quiet dig-
sity, & respected and self-supporting member of the com-
munity. Once & year he would receive an invitation to wvisit
Uncle William for a week-end to attendlgainourmﬂeﬂnc
where be would see all his friends.




home of the Ka. a% Nagﬁmﬂsc -~
liam Penn Clarke, Dr. Jesse Bowen, C
mw?.éitg;’s first sheriff, and other abolitior
from now on, could always be depended upon to Suf
road. This ran across Towa with stations at Tabor, L
Moines, Grinnel, Towa City, West Liberty, -Sprmg_daleg__:
Dewitt, and Clinton. Salem in Southeastern Iowa was a
important station.
On this occasion he visited for the first time the Friends’
community, east of Iowa City. The story ran that weary and
travel-worn, John Brown stopped his mule in West Branch at
Travel’'s Rest, an inn kept by James Townsend, saying to his
host, “Have you ever heard of John Brown of Kansas?” Town-
send, knowing Brown through Iowa City abolitionists, took a
piece of chalk from his vest pocket and marked a large X on
Brown’s hat, another on his back and a third on the flank of
his mule to indicate that Brown was to be a guest on the house.
Then he said, “Friend, put thy animal in that stable and walk

into the house. Thee is surely welcome.”"

In the early winter of 1857-’58 again Brown was in Spring-
dale. With him were ten of his supporters and also some slaves
whom they were helping to freedom. Unsuccessfully an auction
was held in an attempt to sell off the wagons and teams, used
for transporting rifles and pikes from Tabor, Iowa. They had
walked from Tabor in twenty-five days, avoiding settlements
on the way. My father has described Brown's patriarchal ap-
pearance as he stood in the midst of his company that day—
slightly under six feet in height with stooping shoulders, gray
hair and long flowing beard of snowy whiteness, in all appear-
ances an old man, but one commanding attention, confidence
and respect. He never laughed.

The suction was a faillure. Cash was scarce because of the
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but long a member of a train crew of the Underground Rail-
road, living in the rather isolated North Liberty community,
about three miles northeast of Springdale, agreed to give board
for the winter to Brown and his men in exchange for his teams
and wagons as might seem just and fair—one and a half dollars
a week for each man, not including laundry and extra candles.

The Maxson house was an attractive one, built in 1839 on the
edge of the timber, on the site of the first white man’s cabin
built on this side of the Cedar River. Constructed of stone, it
was overlaid with plaster and was quite palatial for these days.
The house, 24 x 38 feet with an annex 16 x 20, had five good-
sized rooms on the ground floor. Its walls were a foot thick,
its laths of split native oak. The floors were also of oak and the
woodwork was of black walnut. I remember the design of the
molding and the carved corners of the window frames, for my
sense of fitness was hurt when I saw trophy hunters tear off
lovely pieces, leaving great gaping holes.

Around the fireplace in the parlor, called “the great room,”
were held the councils and here plans were laid. Opening off
this room was a smaller room used by Brown as a bedroom and
office. The big living-room and long dining-room-kitchen were
also given over to Brown’s men. A steep narrow stairs led to
a garret where there was just enough head room for a man to
stand erect under the ridge pole. This served as sleeping
quarters for the ten men.

Maria Todd, later the wife of Elza Maxson, told me that she
lved with William and Delilah Maxson while Brown and his
men were there. She and the Maxson family shared the cellar
with the fleeing slaves that winter. It was a large cellar, under-
neath the whole house, designed and used as a station on the
Underground Railroad. The open stairway came down from
e dining-room-kitchen, dividing the part under the main
house into two large rooms, each of which had its huge fire-
place. Back of these rooms extended a dark area never fully
®xplored by me. The cooking was done over the fireplaces.

Today the house is still spoken of as beautiful. “The big east
hmm%mg the nice proportion of the
hhmmummmmm
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The above was written after the old house had fallen into m'
and was to be pulled down. Three architects were sent to make
blue-prints of the old building. These were to be deposited in

the national files in Washington, D. C.

In my childhood, the right-hand fireplace in the cellar had
fallen in, leaving a big jagged hole in the foundation. When
showing visitors this cellar we children anticipated the moment
when, stepping off the stairs, Mother would say, “This cellar
was considered one of the safest of all the stations of the
Underground Railroad.” Not infrequently would come the
expected question from the guest who had taken a hurried look
about, “Did the railroad come in there?” pointing to the hole
where was once a fireplace.

We never missed a visit to the cellar and we were always at
Mother’s elbow as she pointed out the strength of this refuge.
Many a time officers of the law, slave masters and bloodhounds
were confident that the fugitive slaves had been tracked to
that cellar. Never were they refused the admittance demanded:
never was force used to keep them from securing their quarry.
But courageous as these men undoubtedly were the desire of
regaining possession of the most valuable of slaves diminished
as they stood in the dining-room at the open door, staring down
an open staircase with the light streaming down from above.
Below on either side stretched the impenetrable darkness of
the cellar. A fugitive slave was a desperate man, protected by
the darkness, while his would-be captor faced the necessity of
descending that stairway in full light, an easy target. Although
the slave’s master sometimes lingered in the community for .
& week or two, fortunately for the record of the community, no 1
attempt was ever made to enter that cellar.

The names of the men who made up John Brown's party be-
came household names in the homes of the Quakers. They were
always listed as follows: Brown's son, Owen Brown; Richard

Realf, an Englishman; John Henri Kagi, correspondent for the
New York Post; Aaron D, Stephens, -
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mm southern Iowa.
ghese men became part of the community. The
new interests. My father attended the mock
w wice a week, Tuesdays and Thursdays, in the big v

of the Maxson hous? and later, because of the cro

tf::':ﬁ ck schoolhouse, wh.mh subsequently became the home of
S varney. This legislature followed parliamentary law :
ed with motions .and debates. From Father’s ac- . |
oot 1 judge that all questions of interest of the day were s
: . politics, slavery and warfare, political and civil
. _nts of the negro, college education and civil rights of women,
ws, prohibitory liquor laws, mechanics, theology,
ityalism, and natural philosophy. The Maxsons and
Stephens were spiritualists. Brown kept his men supplied with
good reading, especially with biographies of great men, begin-
h Plutarch’s Lives. Consequently they had a wide

ning wit

range of interests, wider than that of Brown himself. He was a
crusader with one dominating idea. He talked only of religion
and the evils of slavery, and he was indeed a convincing de-

bater. Realf, Kagi, Cook, and Coppoc were brilliant in oratory.

4 - [ -

Rising at five in the morning the boarders at Mr. Maxson’s
spent the forenoons in military studies and drilling with
wooden swords or pikes and in maneuvering in the open space
s front of the house, led by Stephens who had had previous
United States Army experience. As a child I have trod the
paths worn by these men in their drilling, still distinct forty
years afterwards in an otherwise green lawn. I was awed by
the fact that these men had willingly given their lives, not in
self-defense but deliberately in order to help others gain
freedom

The evenings were given over to reading, writing letters,
studying shorthand, taught by Kagi, and debating.

decision 1o winter here in Springdale was was well

community
war

i



mon cause 10 WHCL®  hey applied themselves
Without reserve they appiled LSt
m“gltlvr at:: finding means of passing on these '
safety and 1o Canada, There would be time for the Qual
to consider John Brown later. o
of days after the establishment of Brown's men
tn;l:x:no::?.‘:uspicigns were aroused as word spread of man-
. vers and military drill on the lawn in front of the Maxson
ho { the Kansas Border War and the

use. The Quakers knew 0
:gtawotomie massacre. Their disapproval was shown by the

o said to Brown, “Thou art welcome to tarry among
3:::::'};1“@ no use for thy guns.” The Quakers stood ready
to work with Brown in aiding fugitive slaves, but no sanction
would they give to any plan of violence.

When the Quakers came to know John Brown they found
him as trustworthy, honest, and God-fearing as had their
triends on the Kansas National Committee for Iowa. They re-
sponded as did Thoreau and Sanborn in Concord, Gerrit Smith
in New York, T. W. Higginson, George L. Stearns, Theodore
Parker of New England and other abolitionists. Brown was a
man who inspired confidence. Such was my father's first im-

pression of him.

Historians have said that “from 1850 on, he (Brown) talked
constantly and openly of carrying the war into Africa,” but in
Springdale he was discreetly silent. Elza Maxson, who went
East la; 1859, when summoned by Brown, emphasized to me
Brown's determination to avoid war or do any harm to any
:llupt those opposing him when he was working to free
mﬂv-. Brown stated that he would have nothing “to do

Any war, unless It was a war of liberty.”
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irreproachable. He was an ardent prohibitionist -
he use tobacco, nor strong and profane language. aman
thinketh, so is he,” she quoted from Proverbs. T

Henry D. Thoreau in A Plea for Captain John Brown writes
that he himself had heard him (Brown) state that “In his
camp, he permitted no profanity; no man of loose morals was
suffered to remain there, unless, indeed, as a prisoner of war.
‘I would rather have small-pox, yellow fever, and cholera all
together than a man without principles!””

Father, a consistent non-resistant, expressed his faith in and
high regard for Brown as a man, telling of the path worn by
his feet as he, when at the Maxson home, went without fail
morning and evening to pray, to communicate with God and
to meditate alone. The Quaker receives strength by withdraw-
ing as in silence and solitude one comes close to God. So did
John Brown. He had the love which casts out fear.

Only when visitors questioned did we of my generation hear
of Brown, the avenger, smiting the enemies of slavery in
Kansas. The emphasis was on the common concern to forward
the freedom of the slaves and their confidence in Brown as a
man of integrity, kindliness, sincerity, and spirituality.

Some would question: “Did not the Quakers “wink” at the
military drill and Brown’s plans, giving aid on the side?” To
this Mother’s answer was an emphatic “No.” The “Meeting”
were united in their testimony for peace, she would say, in
their efforts to free the slaves and in their disapproval of the
use of force by Brown. They spoke their minds frankly and
foreefully at every opportunity without avail,

Yet, Mother would continue, when John Brown stated that
bmhumwmmzyaodwuummm
b.ﬂtmy.lndthathhmuonwu“dmulyw.
the Friends could not doubt him. With their belief in “The
h-wumuadmmym'mmg_ ‘

_ evelation.,
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soul, the great weight of the shackles of the thousands of men

in bondage.
It is one of the striking inconsistencies oflhumlaon :19.2;11:: ﬂmt
the Quakers, strongly non-resistant themse vgs, hv Vs :;a:;
whose dedication to the cause of. freed_om an Wdose rh o
slavery had led him mistakenly, in their opinion, holiv::n eﬂp;:ds-
of violence. Although they could not agree jmt is me
and thought his judgment faulty, such was h1§ char;cte;;, com-
manding their confidence, esteem aJ'nd a_ffectlon, t at he and
his men wintered unmolested in their midst, making prepara-
tions, the goal unknown to the Quakers, for his memorable

raid on Harper’s Ferry.

John Painter, later the founder of Pasadena, California, the
only Quaker known to have had knowledge of Brown’s plan at
this time, labored in vain to dissuade him. However, Father
would remind us that the Quakers were not alone in this trust
in Brown, for Parker, Higginson, Stearns, and Gerrit Smith
sent him funds not knowing that they were to be used to attack

the arsenal at Harper's Ferry.
£ *® B * Es

For only short intervals was Brown himself at Maxson’s dur-
ing the winter. It is said that, before leaving his followers, in
January, 1858, to raise money in the East, he disclosed to some
of them his plans in more detail and for the first time Harper’s
Ferry was mentioned. In the community only Maxson and

Painter knew what was afoot.

By April Brown returned with funds and gave orders for the
expedition to start. By now Moses Varney may have known
something of the plans. Each of his men wrote his name on the
plaster wall of the “great room” of the Maxson house. In my
childhood, the pencil marks had grown so faint that no full
name could be traced out by my searching finger.

When Brown talked to Thomas James for the last time, James

uldk :Thce must be careful or thee will get a rope around thy
neck. '

To this Brown answered, “Yes, 1 expect it.”

John Painter said, “Friend, 1 can'
5 g t give thee money to
powder and lead but here's $20. towardlhyupcnlz" =
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The men went from house to house to say “Farewell”. In the
crowd which gathered to see them off, there were few dry eyes.
e * Ed S s

Nearly a year had passed before John Brown came again to
Springdale. All were surprised when, 1859, Feb. 25, he ap-
peared with some of his men and eleven or twelve slaves from
Missouri. He had taken them safely through part of Kansas and
across Jowa while the agents of the Fugitive Slave Law
endeavored to capture Brown and the caravan. The govern-
ment was offering $250. for his capture and the state of Kansas

was offering $3,000.

Quickly the Friends found secure hiding places for the slaves.
On March 10, the negroes traveled by box-car from West
Liberty to Chicago. To pay their expenses a public sale had
been held to auction off the mules and wagons, all of which had

probably been commandeered.

It is told that when a mule was offered for sale, Brown
stepped forward saying, “Gentlemen, the mule is all right but
there is a slight defect in title.”

Another story tells of John Painter saying, “Friend Brown,
I understand that thee wishes to sell thy mules and I wish to
buy one.”

“Yes, they are for sale. How much do you think they are
worth?”

“I think,” said Painter, “they ought to bring one hundred
twenty five dollars apiece.”

“The mules are all right,” replied Brown, “only for one thing
and that is they have the habit of occasionally kicking. I think
they should bring only one hundred dollars.”

“Very well,” agreed Painter, “I will pay one hundred dollars
for this mule and I donate twenty-five dollars to the expenses
of the expedition.”

After the sale Brown did not linger but hurried on to Chicago
and Canada

This was not & quiet interval in that usually serene Quaker
community. It would have been a severe test to that non-



and capture the caravan had mam'idizod-m .
when the fugitives were on their way 'a-nai-'
summ 859 advanced, here anc there a &}
ca::.mt:;ity we;: gf;la trip to Ohio ostensibly to visit
Maxson had lanned to be with Brown at the criticz
ﬁmni’:ut, duento thepuncertainty of dates, news of the_ attac]
reached him as he was on his way to the Ea.st. He was too late
to have any part in it. Even in his old age, in talking with me,
he showed the same firm belief in and high regard for John
Brown. The attack had been a mistake. Fate had stepped in
and prevented him from personally having a part in that chap-
en his life for the

ter of history. Gladly would he have giv
cause. It was with resignation that he accepted his escape

from the gallows at Harper’s Ferry. Fate had willed it so. A
Friend would have said that God had willed it so.

The two Coppoc boys, Edwin and Barclay, received summons
to meet Brown at Chambersburg, Pennsylvania, at the earliest

possible moment.

b B * * 3

After their departure, the days drowsed through the summer
in Springdale. The quietness of autumn was broken by the
startling and terrible news of Brown’s attack on Harper's Ferry
—news which brought grief, sleeplessness and deep soul search-

ing in the long night watches.

All the world knows of the raid on Harper's F

erry. If Brown
had been killed during the attack, he would have been for-
gotten by now, | have heard Mother say. But his greatness

upon him in his
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«God's ANgrY Man” he has been called by thoge

who regardad
e a man filled with the wrath of God, willing to :ggdt;d;
:nemies of the Lord with the sword and to break in pieces the

or and destroy the wicked as would a Heb

?xf f;fgld Testament. However, he is rememberedr:swogzofvi?
on his last night on earth, fsked jchat his religious attendant;
at his executiOI'{ should be poor little bareheaded, barelegged,
ragged slave children an‘d their olc.l gray-haired slave mother.”
Instead guards and soldiers met him on the porch that Deec. 2,
1859.

As he saw the streets filled with armed soldiers, he com.
mented, “I had no idea that Governor Wise considered my
execution SO important.”

Riding to the gallows, seated on his own coffin, he said, “Thig
is a very peautiful country. I never had the pleasure of seeing
it before.”

There was no flinching as he stood on the scaffold. A second
later his body hung between heaven and earth and his soul
was marching on.

As the Quakers in Springdale learned the sequence of events
and realized the full significance of the fact that Brown and his
men had drilled and prepared and planned for the attack on
Harper’s Ferry in their midst, they made haste to restate their
testimony for peace. Three weeks after the raid, at the Monthly
Meeting “a large and representative committee” was appointed
to investigate the report that there “appears to be an impression
abroad that the Friends in this neighborhood have improperly
encouraged a war spirit.” Joel Bean, Henry Rowntree, Israel
Negus, Laurie Tatum, James Schooley, and Samuel Macy were
among those who served on this committee. They reported to
the Monthly Meeting, December 7, 1859:

We have endeavored to consider the subject confided to us in
all s bearings and are united in the conclusion, that any pub-
Beation (in the way of defense) on the part of the Mo Mee

(Manthly Meeting) is unnecessary . . . . we believe our princi-

pals [sle) of peace were never dearer to most of our members
an now,

However this did not close the chapter for the Springdale

ty, for Edwin Coppoc faced execution for treason and

Bareley was a fugitive in the mountains of Pennsylvania.
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Wayward Tendencies | ‘
in the large, square, frame,

f the small town of Spring-

the eastern outskirts 0 8 rings
wm?:“é:;;- County, lowa, Barclay Coppoc t:ld (})u;i mother

:lhl;: he and his brother, Edwin, were starting for ©hio.

i ' that thou art going
“ R tioned his mother- “ believe ing
wit(lzhcl)?; Bq;?.:n. When thou gettest a halter round thy neck

wilt thou think of me?” ‘
«We cannot die in a better cause,” replied Barclay.
It was his Quaker mother, Ann Coppoc Raley, a woman of
rare intelligence, & strong abolitionist, who had taught her sons
their hatred of slavery. Many a slave had been harbored in

their home.
However both boys had developed “wayward tendencies”,

disturbing to their mother and the “meeting”. Edwin took up
dancing. The Monthly Meeting dealt with him in the “spirit
of restoring love.” As Edwin did not condemn his actions he
was disowned by the meeting. There is also an entry in the
minutes of the Monthly Meeting that Barclay Coppoc had used
strong language and struck a man in anger. Barclay gave the
“meeting” satisfaction and the complaint was “passed by”.
Now both brothers had a concern. Following the prompting
of the “Inner Light” they threw themselves into the struggle
against slavery with John Brown whom they went to meet in
Chambersburg, Pennsylvania. They were the only Friends

who were summoned and Edwin had been “put out of the
meeting”.

In October of 1859 John Brown gathered his men at the
Kennedy Farm in Maryland five miles above Harper's Ferry
E-Ir;paring for his raid on the arsenal in order to obtain arms.
= :f“:ver: §ix or seven men in Brown's party who . .. were
porsi lo the plan of operation until Sunday morning,
: f 16. Among this number were Edwin and Barclay

“ppoc,” stated John E. Cook in his confessions made in prison.

About .:ight o'clock that evening Brown called his men to-
mu.. : _;lnc.‘llcn.ptonyourm We will proceed to
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well with rifles, they started down tOWarudmmth eg ,ﬁt}lm‘
selvesthey met Charles Plummer Tidd and later John E. g,?;;
h whom they learned that Brown’s Band was °°mp1ét-e1 _
ed and nothing could be done to help them. Ag Hnge:.
> in the neighborhood would surely cost them their lives
ing inly course left them was flight into the mountains, Tl‘a.vei:
e by night only, hunted by men and dogs, they made their
ing through an alerted countryside, often having only the
:;:1 mature corn from the fields for food.

next morning they heard firing in the v
garly th:om,time after noon. Late in the day,
increase

gdwin Coppoc, the qnly white man unwounded in the attack,
was taken prisoner with John Brown. A newspaper reporter,
astonished at his youth a’r’ld honest face, exclaimed, “What are
vou doing in this place?
' Governor Wise, also impressed by the boy, said, “You look
like too honest a man to be found in this band of robbers.”

“But Governor, we look upon you as the robbers,” answered
Coppoc.
Nine days later he was brought before the court chained to

John Brown. The day after Brown’s sentence, his trial ended
with the verdict that he was to be hanged on December 16.

Asked if he had anything to say to the court, he stated that
the charges of treason against the State of Virginia were not
true for he had never made war upon it. He had never con-
spired to overthrow the government of the state. The purpose
of the band was to run off slaves to a free state and liberate
them. This is against your laws but he had never committed
murder. When attacked in the engine house, there was no way
out but to fight a little. If anyone was killed there it was a
fair fight. He had killed no one. He had broken Virginia's

Wws, but the punishment for his offence should be very dif-
ferent from the verdict given.

During his imprisonment he wrote to his mother that all had
%ersed out differently from expectations. He had seen his folly
o late. He would try to meet death as every man should.
w“mldhlwbwnamn comfort to die at home. He
™Eetied that he had had no other cholce than to fight. A
h‘“thuthMM“ﬂu‘m



" tion for a commutation of sentenc

With knives they cut a hole in the wall which the:

hacked through their chains. The night before their

Asthegua:donthewa]l,whomtheyhopedtoﬁn_dm@i :

threatened to bayonet them, they had no other choice than to '

walk back to deliver themselves to the astonished jailer. |
Twelve hours of life remained. Thomas Winn, the postmaster

at Springdale, was with Edwin until the last but he could not

watch the execution. Contrary to plan, Coppoc’s body was not
taken back to Iowa but was buried in the Friend’s Burying

Ground at Winona, Columbiana County, in Ohio, taken up and
buried again, twelve feet down with tons of rock above it for
protection, in the Hope Burying Ground in his birthplace,
Salem, Ohio.

The day of the execution was a day of sorrow for all Spring-
dale. Mary Ann Montgomery was sent to spend part of the
terrible day with the grieving mother. Ann Coppoc Raley
greeted her with, “I'm glad thou art come. Edwin was hanged
at one o'clock today.”

Aﬁcnﬂmﬁemth&ktoOhiotovisitthegmveofhﬂ
son. Whﬂethatsbemtehersister,whohadlostamu
Be attempted to aid fugitive slaves from Missouri- “On think-
uhmm.lmthatmmghtbamm




_. f"id‘ a likeness of George Fox, the Q

' rﬂﬂ‘,, Edwin was almost a relative for my mm?ﬁby {:"

founc®h his younger half sister.

marriage W8 i
weeks Barclay Coppoc ‘Wwas a fugitive with blood-
For m‘”g officers of the law at his heels. Not unti] the day
hounds an s execution did he, gaunt and thin as a skeleton,
lﬁ#;‘e ﬁﬁ Springdale home.
- oung men in the neighborhood united to form a
Several ¥ hour a day guard for Barclay. In addition Elzg
Wu’f;fed with him and became his shadow. It was his
lll”‘::‘ said, to greet all visitors that came to the house and,
duty, he ’give Barclay opportunity for hiding. A carriage
m'up to the gate or a stranger would come on horse-
back. Elza would go out to meet the guest. As the whole
mm was aflame with excitement over the Harper’s Ferry
raid, _,,';my came hunting the man who had escaped. Some
were self-appointed searchers. Since they had no papers, they
eould, with firmness, wisdom and tact, be induced to depart.
Others had been properly appointed by the government of
Virginia but did not have extradition papers. These also could
be tactfully disposed of, particularly as more than one officer
of the law went through the form of demanding Coppoc and
the right to search, but was at heart glad to report back to their
Visginia superiors that the task, distasteful to them and having
80 legal authority, had been executed without success. Barclay
8o went heavily armed. In this crisis the overseers of the
Friends Preparative Meeting called on him as action on their
P seernod Recessary. On January 10, of 1860, the report was
made o the Monthly Meeting that “Barclay Coppoc had
Wgected sttendance of oyr religious meetings and is in the
™ ® carrying arma.” As he refused to heed the “spirit of
ftaring love” he Was separated from the meeting.




heard the po
dontgivea . You have refused
Wright and Galbraith withdrew im
carrying a warning to Coppoc that Iowa was no
refuge.

The requisition papers were found by Governor Kirk
be faulty in four details. Until these could be - ectified no
extradition papers could be issued. While waiting for correcteq
papers from Virginia, Mr. Camp prudently lingered in Musca-
tine, a Mississippi River town to the east. During this time
Coppoc could not be persuaded to flee.




Joun BROWN—THEY HAD A Conceny
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did anyone in the South know that Co
Wwas there an informer in their midstr«_;poc was on that train»

r. Maxson had a new neighbo _
ml]:lity. A Southerner? Perhagps_ lﬁoaof:;afliﬁer In the com-
another neighbor, coming home from the vt':lvlv. Mr, Crew,
newcomer. I have heard his daughter tell thage met the
in his horse with the greeting, “Neighbor, I 1;‘ he reineq
about you before you moved into our HEigl';bOrh OW nothing
wish to imply anything. I have no opinion WhO;)d. I do not
there has been a gathering of men in town disc atsoever. But
of Barclay Coppoc. They suspect that some onus.smg the fate
gave information leading to the wrecking of tE 1;1 our midst
picion has settled on you. They are coming out ?hitram. Sus-
body. If you are innocent, all is well. If not theres way in a
shead.” Without a word the newcomer turne’d his h il
and rode away—out of the community, never EVenO;:E d.';}sout

g a

message to his family.



